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Fort. Oh, whither am I rapt beyond myself ?
Vlore violent conflicts fight in every thought,
?han hiswhosefatal ehoiceTroy's downfall wrought,
"ihall I contract myself to wisdom's love 1
?hen I lose riches ; and a wise man poor,
,s like a sacred book that's never read,
?o himself he lives, and to all else seems dead :
?his age thinks better of a gilded fool,
?han of a thread-bare saint in wisdom's school.

will be strong : then I refuse long life ;
And though mine arm should conquer twenty worlds.,
there's a lean fellow beats all conquerors ?
?he greatest strength expires with loss of breath ;
?he mightiest (in one minute) stoop to death.
Fhen take long life, or health : should I do so,
! might grow ugly ; and that tedious scroll
Of months and years, much misery may inroll;
Therefore I'll beg for beauty ; yet I will not,
The fairest cheek hath oftentimes a soul

iep'rous as sin itself, than hell more fouL          l

The wisdom of this world is idiotism ;
Strength a weak reed ; health sickness' enemy,
And it at length will have the victory ;)
Beauty is but a painting ; and long life
ts a long journey in December gone,
Tedious and full of tribulation.
Therefore, dread sacred empress, make me rich ;

[Kneels down.

My choice is store of gold ; the rich are wise :
He that upon his back rich garments wears,
Is wise, though on his head grow Midas' ears :
Gold is the strength, the sinews of the world;
The health, the soul, the beauty most divine j
A mask of gold hides all deformities ;
Gold is heaven's physic, life's restorative ;
Oh, therefore, make me rich I not as the wretch
That only serves lean banquets to his eye,
Has gold, yet starves ; is famish'd in liis store :
No, let me ever spend, bo never poor.

For. Thy latest words confine thy destiny ;
Thou shalt spend ever, and be never poor:
For proof receive this purse; with it this virtue ;

>till when thou thrust'st thy hand into the same,
Thou shalt draw forth ten pieces of bright gold,
lurrent in any realm where then thou breathest:
[f thou canst dribble out the sea by drops.
Then shalt thou want; but that can ne'er be done,
Nor this grow empty.

Fort. Thanks, great deity !                       [end.

For. The virtue ends when thou and thy sons
This path leads thee to Cyprus, get thce hence:
Farewell, vain covetous fool, thou wilt repent,
That for the love of dross thou hast despised
Wisdom's divine embrace ; she would have borne
On the rich wings of immortality ;                [thee

But now go dwell with cares, and quickly die.

FROM " THE HONEST WHORE."

Hlpolito's thoughts on his mistrcs&'s picture, from which
he turns to look on a scull that lies before him on a table.

MY Infelice's face, her brow, her eye,

The dimple on her cheek : and such sweet skill

Hath from the cunning workman's pencil flown,

These lips look fresh and lively as her own ;

Seeming to move and speak.    'Las! now I see

The reason why fond women love to buy

Adulterate complexion ; here 'tis read ;

False colours last after the true be dead.

Of all the roses grafted on her cheeks,

Of all the graces dancing in her eyes,

Of all the music set upon her tongue,

Of all that was past woman's excellence

In her white bosom ; look, a painted board

Circumscribes all! Earth can no bliss afford :

Nothing of her, but this ! This cannot speak;

It has no lap for me to rest upon ;

No lip worth tasting.    Here the worms will feed!

As in her coffin.    Hence then, idle art !

True love 's best pictured in a true-love's heart.

Here art thou drawn,sweet maid, till this be dead!

So that thou livest twice, twice art buried.

Thou figure of my friend, lie there.

JOHN   WEBSTER.

[Died nlioul 1038.1

LANGBAINTC only informs us of this writer, that
he was clerk of St. Andrew's parish, Ilolborn*,
and esteemed by his contemporaries. He wrote,
in conjunction with Rowley Dckker, and Marston.
Among the pieces, entirely his own, are The
White Devil, or Vittoria Corombona, the tragedy

* [" Gildon, 1 behove, was tUo lirntwho asserted that
our author was clerk of St. Andrew's- I searched the
registers of that church, hut the name of Webwtor did
not oeour in thorn; and 1 oxaminod the MSS. belonging
to the Parish Clerks' Hall, in Wood Street, with as little
Webster, vol. i. p. 1.]

of Appius and Virginia, the Devil's Law Case, and
the Duchess of Malfi. From the advertisement
prefixed to Vittoria Corombona, the piece seems
not to have been successful in the representation.
The author says, " that it wanted that which is
the only grace and setting out of a tragedy, a
full and understanding auditory." The auditory,
it may be suspected, were not quite HO much
struck with the beauty of Webster's horrors, an
Mr. Lamb seems to have been in writing the
notes to his Specimens of our old Dramatic Poetry.